BETSY HOUSTEN

Touch and Go
Winner of the Andrea Saunders Gereighty Award
Maybe you felt the crash splinter your bones like a hammer into drywall, saw a blind headlight scrape the maple tree before the Buick broke it. Maybe your hands braced against the seat back while your skull smashed the overhead light.
Every summer my mother told me the story: June 6, 1964, your blood on the ceiling, encephalitis on a doctor's tongue. Four years from seat belt laws. The year she turned fourteen, your littlest sister, crying in the ICU. Maybe you pictured the boys from the car while you wrestled the coma: Walker hanging out the window, Jimbo in the back next to you, Manara at the wheel, breath warm with beer. Touch and go, said your nurse. Three days later, your pulse quit fighting.
